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for exactly the right moment.   What an instinct. .
I don't suppose they'll ever realise how much they
have to be thankful for.

It was fairly dark. We proceeded along the
promenade, and about four hundred yards from the
Mole began to encounter dead bodies, the latest
victims of the enemy shell fire. This had now become
intense. The shrapnel was continually bursting over-
head. Every now and then a figure dropped to the
ground in the darkness. The bodies of those killed
earlier on had been covered with blankets. The new
casualties remained as they fell. There was no more
time for niceties. On the Mole itself bloodstained
bandages were strewn all over the place. They may
have been cast off at the last moment by men who
feared that if they were seen to be wounded they
would not be evacuated, although this rule only
applied to bad cases.

The Colonel arrived with the Adjutant and the rest
of his party. We gradually made our way on to the
Mole, along which the very last remnants of the
B.E.F. were streaming in their thousands. Little
groups of gunners from our own regiment emerged
out of the darkness and tacked themselves on to us
as we slowly moved up in the crowd. The petrol
tanks on the other side of the Mole still flared away,
sending up great hissing tongues of flame two hundred
feet into the air. A terrifying torch to lighten us on
our way. Colossal billows of smoke blew over us.

At last we reached the end of the Mole. Our tuna
had come at last. We waited hours, or so it seemed
to me, with the shrapnel cracking overhead and the
dread in one's heart that it was still not too late to
miss the bus.

Suddenly out of the dark sea crept, swiftly and
silently, a destroyer. It pulled up alongside the Mole,
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